

Ihc iragcdie 

. "March an, march on.fince we are vplnaiir## 

Knot to fight with forraigne enemies, * 

Y et to beatc downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cate shy. 

Or. My hege.the Duke of Buckingham is taken 
1 hats the belt ncwes,that the Eatle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder ty dings ,yet they mud be told. 

Ring. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darbie, Sir Christopher. > 

Dar, Sir Chriftopher,tell Richmond this from me. 
That in theftie of this mod bloudie bore. 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuo!f,off goes yong Georges head. 

The fcare of that, withholds my prefent aide. 

But fell me, where is princely Richmond now # 

Chrift.t A t P embrooke,or at Hertford- weft in Wales. 
Dar. What men of name refort to him ? 

S. Chnfi . Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmed fouldier, 
Syr Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrookc,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moeof noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar. Returne vntomy Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him, the Queene hath hartily confented 
He (ball efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my raindc. 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to execution . 

Buc. Will not king Richard let me fpeakc with him# 
Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient, 

Buc. Haftings,and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy kiog Henry,and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that baue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftitc, 
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of Richard the thu d. 

If that yoUf moodie difeontented foules. 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge.mocke my deftiudlion: 

This is Allfoules day fellowesjis it not# 

Rat. ItismyLord. 

Buc. Why then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomefday 
This is the day .that in king.Edwards time 
1 wiftit might fall on me,whcn I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein 1 wiflw to fal !, 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted moft : 

This, this Allfoules day, to my fearefullfoulcj 
Is the determinde refpit of my wrongs : 

That high all feer that I dallied with, 
Hathturndmyfainedpraierdnmy head, , 

And giuen in earned what I begd inieaft. 

Thus doeth he force the fword of wicked men 
To turne their points on their maifters bofome : 

Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth ftie,fhali fplit thy heait with forrow, 

R emember Margaret was a Prophetefie. 

Come firs, conuey me to the blocke of ftiame. 

Wrong hath but wrohg,and blame the deaw of blame. 

Enter Richmondmth drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowe-, in armes,and my moft louing ft iendsf 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoakeof tyrannie, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment.* 

And here receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore. 

That fpoild your lbmmer-field,and fruicfull vines, 
Swilsyour warmeblood like wafh,and makes his trougk 
In your inboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this He, 

Nearetothe towne of Leycefter as welearne.* 
From.Tsmworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods namechearc on,couragious friends, 

T o reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 


